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chief out of her pocket to wipe away a few tears which had
stolen down her cheeks, she went on:                                     I

" Yes, my friend, I often think that he cannot value and i
understand her properly, and that, for all her goodness and love =
of him and her endeavours to conceal her grief (which, however
as I know only too well, exists), she cannot really be happy with

him.   Mark my words if he does not------"   Here Grandmamma >

buried her face in the handkerchief.                                       j

" Ah, my dear old friend," said the Prince reproachfully, " I
think you are unreasonable. Why grieve and weep over i
imagined evils? That is not right. I have known him a long
time, and feel sure that he is an attentive, kind, and excellent
husband, as well as (which is the chief thing of all) a perfectly
honourable man,"

At this point, having been an jfovoluntary auditor of a con-
versation not meant for my ears, I stole on tiptoe out of the
room, in a state of great distress.

XIX

THE; i WINS'

" WOLODA, Woloda! The Iwins are just coming!" I shouted
pn seeing from the window three boys in blue overcoats, and
followed by a young tutor, advancing along the pavement
opposite our house.

The Iwins were related to us, and of about the same age as
ourselves. -We had made their acquaintance soon after our
arrival in Moscow, The second brother, Seriosha, had dark
curly hair, a turned-up, strongly pronounced nose, very bright
red lips (which, never being quite shut, showed a row of white
teeth), beautiful dark-blue eyes, and an uncommonly bold ex-
pression of face. He never smiled, but was either wholly serious
or laughing a clear, merry, agreeable laugh. His striking good
looks had captivated me from the first, and I felt an irresistible
attraction towards him. Only to see him filled me with
pleasure, and at one time my whole mental faculties used to be
concentrated in the wish that I might do so. If three or four
days passed without my seeing him I felt listless and ready to
cry. Awake or asleep, I was forever dreaming of him. On
going to bed I used to see him in my dreams, and when I had
shut my eyes and called up a picture of him I hugged the vision"
